Rgloga quarta.

Jleltbetwf.

God, that guyds ye golden

wher fhinyng fhapes do dwel
0 thou yat throweft the thunder thumps

from Heauens hye, to Hell,
what wonders workes thy worthynes
what memayles dofle thou frame?
What fecrete fyghts be Subiect fene

vnto thy holy name?
A fymple Shepharde ilayne of late,

by foolyfhe force of Loue,
That had not Grace fuch fancies fond

and Flames for to remoue,
Appeared late, before myne eies,

(Alas I feare to fpeake,)
Not as he here was wont to lyue,

whyle Gryefe hym none did breake.
But all in Blacke, he clothed came

an vgly fyght to fe:
As they that for theyr due Defartes,

with Paynes tormented be,
My fhepe for feare amafed ran,
and fled from Hyll to Dale,
And I alone remayned there,

with countenaunce wan and pale.
O Lorde (quoth I) what meanes this thyng

is this Alexis fpryght ?
Or is it Daphnes foule that fhowes ?

to me this dredfull fyght,
Or comes fome Feend of Hell abrode ?

with feare men to torment?
Me^era this? or Tifljbhon?
Or is Alecto fent ?